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“RED SENT FOR ME”

b ‘nopsia.~Vaguely consvious of a
duuble. personality, but without any
Idea of its moasniog, the girl,
norR, makes her accustomed way
Into the Strewt of Strange Faces
in the underworld of New York.
Mario joins her, Greatly In love
and soving the fine qualities which
the girl really possesses, Mario
weaks 1o tura her from the palh
of Inavitable destruction. Sle prom-
Isan to mmrry hime At Ristort's
tafe, gullering pluces of eriminals,
Leonora meets her partner, “Hed"
Carnehan, and his assoclates, and
Is accused of betraying a fellow
eriminnl to the police. Bhe sav-
aguly defends tdrsell. Police crash
ite the room and two are killed
by Carnehan. Leonora and the rest
escapa. In her wtudlo, Priscllla
Malne, wealthy artist, awakes from
troubled slesp with a distinct feel-
Ing of hurlnc her lfe linked with
Loonora‘'s  Friscllla has puinted a
pleture of herseif In fancy dross—
& gipsy~which has a strange effect
on har. Unnerved, and fearful that
ber mind is affected, Priscllla calls
to her ald & dear friend, Dr. Phillp
Fosdick, who is In love with her.
He is stunned to find that her
dream wtory of the police fAght Is
confirmad by the newspapers. Pris-
¢llia tells him about the mystary
of her mother, who died when she
was born. He sees the effoct of
the palnting and pronounces it s
cise of aute-hypoosis.  Priscllla
males blm promise not to go to
the polies and he begins Investi-
Eting for himself.

V. MERE PAINT AND CANVAST
; —T

After one week 'of gndding about, of
thopping and theaters and dances and
motoring, Priscilin felt quite fed up
with distractions. She wanted to got
back to her work, and wouldn't be
happy tiN she di4,

And why not? she demanded when
#he falled to get Phillp on the tele
phone and secure his professtonal per-
mission to return to her studio. “A
foew days” of trifling wans all he had
stipulated ; and those few had served,
She drenmed po moro of Leonora or
Red Carvelnn or Marlo, Today, all
that, lodeed, seemed remote and unim-
portant. What though she had dreamed
A pightmare which colnelded so mys-
teriously with actunl events as to seare
ber nearly out of her witsa? After all,
it wag at worst & dream; und In this
delightfully substantial and matter-of-
faet world, eol:g:;ne- don't count
with anybody t novelists hard
up for a plot. . .

She found Ada Moyer pottering with
a hopeless daub of still life, spent most
of the moraing gigaiing and gossiping,
carried her off to the Ritz for lunch-
eof, and Ieft her therp with some
friends whe needed a fourth at bridge;
an arrangement perfectly sgreeable to
Priscllla; it was hard enough at any
time to settle down to work after a
spell of Idling, it wans the next thing to
an lmposgibliity with Ads on the
premises, |

The quiet of the empty studio was
woothing and grateful. Prisellla sighed
contentedly, wheeied the henvy ensel
aver to [ts stand beside the pler glass,
shrugged Into a paint-smeared smock,
and (o the gext fifteen mioutes did
nothing whatever but sit In a chair
before the self-portrait, in stirless, in-
tent study of her work,

Agitln it seemed good In her sight,
fecidedly the best thing she had ever
dbne; and yot she was dissatisfled;
something was wrong, something was
missing withont which it could not
prove convinclog,

The head she must not touch, lest
one misjudged stroke mar the excel-
jence of its spirited gesture, Neither
sould she s¢e any wauy to imjprove her
sainting of the figure. The fold* of
the skirt needed some littie attention,
ot much, possibly half an hour's
work. . . . No: the fault was In a
mclground ted In a fashion too
weademie and tame to suit that bril-
dant counterfeit of life.

At length, rising, Priscilla took up
ser palette and from fat shining
tuhes squirted upon lis satiny surface
tleek colls of color.

For hours she worked steadily, ab-
sorbed, tlll & premature change in the
fight broke the spell. With a slight
trown of annoyance she looked up to
find the frosted ginss of the notth-
light overcast with pale blue shadow,
No matter: bher task was ended, and
sooner than she had thought It wounld
be. A few days more and she could
vamnish, . . .

“She put aside brushes and palette,
shut the windows (throogh which now
n cold, strong draught was blowing)
drew the draperies close, and returned
to the chalr before the portrait.

Reverie led her Insensibly bark to
memories of the Strest of Birange
Faces whoss dim reaches stretched
awny Indefinitely behind that painted
ghupe of dream, The effect of return
to old assoclations grew strong, she
could veritably see, she could almost
gnell and hear the Street . |, .

Bhe knew a period of meninl uncer-
tninty, of daxe and wonder, out of
which grew the sensation ehe had once
before experienced of cohfusion of
(dentity with the woman in the por-
trait. Inexplienbly something impalp-
abla yet essential seemed to go out
from her to the other, with whose
spiritun) essence it blended Intimate-
Iy, so that for the moment she had no
true existence save upon that painted
purface, where she paused, hesitant,
doubtful, confused, as on some dark
simnge threshold, before passing on
and away !nto a vague half world, a
place of wast and shapeless spaces
where there was neither light nor
Anrkness, whereln consclonsness grew
faint and the sense of Self was blot-
ted out entirely . . .

V., BEYOND THE THRESHOLD.

Out of pothingness out of a sort of
mert chaos, spectral walls llke vells
sf mist took shape, closed in, added
unto themselves a floor and celling,
amumed a semblance of stabllity, be-
camme 8 boxllke room wherein her
spirit was pent In a mood of sluggish
and melanchaly mutiny: a room hate-
fully familiar to her in its every hide.
pus detall: ita polsonous wall paper,
stained celling and threadbare ln-
pleum, its lron sink In the corner, I's
rude chalrs and common table clut-
tared with solled ecrockery and a gas
stove linked to an overhead jet by
frayed tublog, !ts shelf from which
hung articles of dejected clothing, Its
shaky fron bedstead with sagging

which her Self lny, half dressed and
half consclous, too bored to care
whether she waked or slept ., . .

Weariness and disconsolation were
eloquent In her posture ns she rested
on her side, a hand beétween her head
and the emaclated plllow, and written
legibly In bluish shadows under list-
less eyes, [n sallow cheeks whose nor-
mal bue was clearest pallor barely
warmed by glowing health, In the un-
studled disarray of her mnsses of fine
binck halr, In the sullen cast of her
firm-lipped mouth,

A mutter of far thunder swelled and
dled,

The girl moved only her eyes, look-
ing up to a window that revealed the
storm-black sky.

What mattered It to her whether or
not it ralned? She was condemned,
apparently, to endless imprisonment
In this dismal place whose threshold
her foot had not crossed In g0 many
days she had lost count of them.

The room grew dark, the sky more
savage. A sword of lightning slashed
the gloom, and again distant thunder
boomed and grumbled Into silence.

By the pert tin clock whose stridu-
lation was the only volce her hiding
place had heard In days, the hour was
barely five.

She wondered why she had taken
the trouble to look. What was the
use of It, this keeping count of time?
What was time Indeed but waste, one
long-drawn torment of walting in idle-
ness and impotence for the sign that
never camée to set her free?

She counld have shrieked for sheer
exasperation of ennul without alloy.
She told herself that anything were
better than such a fate as this. Why
not shriek till her cries fetched the
police? Or, better still, arise, go forth,
and court arrest? A cell In the Tombs
were prefernble to this place of dubi-
ous gecurity. Was she less a prisoner
here than she wouls be there?

But she did not shriek, she did not
move, she did nothing, but remalned
ns she had been on awakening from
the desolating stupldity of unneeded
sleep, so still she scarcely seemed a
living, breathing being.

More lurld lightning, a deeper dia-
pason of thunder, agaln that breath-
less bush . . .

Of a sudden she left the bed and (n
one soundless bound gained the mid-
dle of the floor, where she paused in
the crouch of n hunted thing at bay,
her wide gaze fastened to the door.
Through n walt so long that she
eoncluded her hearing must have been
at fault, she heard nothing. BShe re-
laxed, drew a decp breath—and grew
rigid with alarm when she heard the
nolse repented, a stealthy koocking on
the panels.

With an ear to the erack between
door and frame she seemed to detect
a panting murmur: “Nora! . . .
Nora?l . . ™

She ealled gunardedly: “Who's
there? A volee of greater confidence
replied: “Me—Charlie—l¢’ me Inl"

“Honest ¢ Gawd, Nora, Yuh Got Me
Wrengl” the Coke Protested.

L

She drew a bolt and turned the kneb,
distrustfully opening the door a few
Inches with a shoulder to it, prepared
to slam It shut with all her might
should she find eause to think she was
being tricked. In the outer murk, the
pale contour of a face she knew was
Just discernible. She stood aslde and
let its owner enter.

“Well! Whnt do you want?

The Coke returned a twisted, pla-
enting grimace,

“1 don't want nothin'. Red sent me
to tell yuh he wants yuh
"Red!” &he ecunught

sharply. “Where—1¢"

“] dassent tell, He made me take
me oat’. But he wants yuh"

“When? How?

“T*night. He says it's all right. Ris-
torl's kep' his trap shut. Th' bulls
ain't wise to Red and Leo's hang-out,
He wants yuh shou'd come to him
t'oight.”

“He does?" There was a trace of
challenge In her tone that was less
disgulsed when, after brief dellbera-
tion, she demanded : “Suppose I don't?
What If the bulls plpe me In the
street? Suppose I don’t come?”

The dope slave shuffled spasmodl-
eally.

“Hed snys yuh're to—"

*So you say. Rut how do I know be
does? How do I know Hed sent you
here to tell me that? How do I know
this nin't some dodge the Nut put you
up to—or Inez?"

“Hones’ t' Gawd, Norn, ynh got me
wrong " the Coke protested. *“I ain't
seen the Nut, nor Inez either, sinst
thnt night. Ned sent me.”

“Prove It."

“How'm I gonna do that?"

“Go back to Red and bring me
something to prove he sent you—that
gllver ring he wears—anything."

“I would, Nora"—the protestation
was convineingly earnest—*“but I das-
pent. Red'll half kIl me if T go back
without yuh. Besides, It aln't safe,
goin' there too often. The bulls might
see and follow me.”

“Well, what about me? What if

her breath

jprings and the lumpy mattress upon )

they sea and follow mel I suppose

it's all right If I get pinched along
with Red and Leo” The girl gave a
gesture half impatient, half defiant.
“Nothing doing. You tell Red I sald
m'll

“Red snys, tell yuh if yuoh don’t
come t'night somepin yuh won't like'll
happen to that Wop what's stuck on
yuh"

Marfo! . . . Her lips framed
without uttering the name. She re-
treated a pace, convulsively tighten-
ing the fist that clutched the folds
over the kimono above her bosom.

“What—what are you talking
about?"

*“What Red sald to tell yuh. Take
it from me, Nora, yuh better do like
he says. Somebody's been glvin' him
an earfull about yuh an' that Spanish

“Spanish guy?" she echoed shrilly.
“] don't know what you're talking
about "

“Maybe so, maybe not."” The Coke
licked his lips with a furtive tongue.
“Anyhow he's sore. If I was yuh, and
didn'" want no more trouble I'd do like
Red says.”

After a while the girl sald sullenly:
“How am I golng to find him if you
won't tell me where he is?”

“T'll take yuh there. Red sald I
should. It's all right, Nora—yuh don't
hafta be afrald—"

“What time—17"

‘“Ten o'clock tonight.”

“Where'll I meet you?™

“In the room upstairs at—"

A lurid flame of lightning dried
gpeech upon his lips. Terrified, he
cowered back to the wall. Darkness
fell. Thunders shook the tenement on
its foundations, ernsh upon rippling
crash. Half stunned, the girl felt the
leash upon her senses slipping. Her
hands ecaught wildly at nothing
ness . . .

VI. THE STORM.

Body and soul seemed welded Into

one taut string vibrating In agonized
response to the fury of the tempest:
she found herself standing far from
the chalr In front of the easel, In
quivering affright gazing over-shoul
der at the featureless long rectangle
of the portrait in the shadows,
Rain slulced the skylight in wind-
whipped waves, with a crisp, tearing
nolse, Thunder rocked the skies
ripped and raved, rumbled away In
lessening reverberations. Then with.
out warning the gloom was aholished
by a ghastly lllae giare—and the face
on the canvas started out of its dark
background with an uncanny look of
life, the gny mockery of itz smile dis-
torted Into grinnlng malice. She was
faln to switch on the lights to lay that
ghostly leer,

Even then she dared not look agnin,
With nead averted, she swung the
easel round so that the painting faced
the wall,

Still she was ill at ease in the com-
peny of the thing. She could not for-
get how that cold electric blaze had
seemed to wake the painting into gob-
lin life, transient but terrible. The
memory of its jeering smile persisted.
Like a specter unseen but importunate
at her shoulder, round a corner of
her consclousness, denled but Insis-
tent, the notion lurked of the work
of her own hands turned monster, pre-
ternaturally inspired with a spirit of
fatal apimus . .

She had a crawling shiver of super-
stitions dread. Commonsense was
powerless to comfort her with itz as-
surance that she had merely had one
more hypnotle hallocination  Induced
by suto-suggestion. Instinct insisted
commonsense for once was wrong.
that there was more in this than the
human mind, fettered to the claims of
natural laws, could comprehend or
cope with., Surely supernatural forces
were here at work < =

She strove without success to cast
out that thought. . , .

Comparing her wrist watch with
memory of the hour marked by the
clock in Leonora's refuge, she reck-
ored her lapse from full waking con-
sclousness bad not lasted longer than
five minutes: in that scant spell her
soul had journeyed far, tarried a while
In eommunion with another, and re-
turned with a freight of fears, of
doubts and cares that threatened the
stability of her reason; in those few
moments the work of a week had been
undone. 8he stood now where she
had been Immediately after the last
preceding dream, polsed perilously
near the verge of derangement, haunt-
ed by a shape of fear no whit less aw-
fol if it were after all only the crea-
ture of her imagination.

Within five hours her other self
must go to keep an asslgnation with a
murderer. Fancy pictured Leonora
stealing through streets of sinister
shadow to that rendezvous with a fate
inscrutable . | .

But not for Leonora was all this tor-
ture of solicitude. Through unbappy
mischance Mario had been marked for
Red's enmity. And where Red hated,
tenure of life was treacherous .

Now It was revealed to her that,
however Inexplicable the affinity of
their souls, however dissimilar thelr
clrcumstances and irreconcilable thelr
ways of thought and standards, in this
respect Leonoran and Priscilla Maine
were one: In love with Marlo,

Acknowledging this Incredible fact
without protest, Priscilla told herself
ghe had loved Mario always, ever since
that time, long past, when he had first
figured In her life of dreams.

And contemplating the prospect of
living through the night to come, un-
der whose lmpenetrable cover Marlo
and Leonora must work out their dark
entangled destinies, while she walted,
powerless to Lelp or hinder, In an lg-
norance irremediable and maddening,
Priscilla felt a shadow fall athwart

her understanding, as black and cold
as Denth.

The Hop Joint.

|

(TO BE CONTINUEIN)

Might Be Condemned.

It's a lucky thing for some architects
of their own fortunes that there were
no bullding inspectors around while the
Job was belng done.

Indubitable Proef.
“Are that man's deallngs fair?”
“Sure. He deals In peroxide blonde

| dyes,"

ARC DE TR/IQIr7PHE

Two soldier dead, picked in the dark
From out of the untagged grave,
Unknown, unsung, without a mark
of fama or glory of the brave—
Genius or clod or knave,
We know itheir all they gave;
We know they died to save—
And one shall sleep beneath the Are
And one in Abbey nave,
With this o be by all men read:
“In Honor of the Unknown Dead.”
—J. D. 8.

Hera to the Abbey, where all the greatest,
All of England’s greatest dead are put to lie—
Here to the Abbey bring we this latest
One who for England knew how to dis.
—~Stanley Wendt.

REAT BRITAIN and France cele-
brated the second anniversary of
the end of the Great War by pay-
ing tribute to the “Unknown
Dead.” In London the body of an
unknown British soldier was burled
In Westmiuster Abbey. In Paris
the body of an unknown French
soldier wns lald at rest under the
Are de Triomphe,

Who won the Great War? Was It the British,
the French, the Americans? Was it Joffre, e-
taln, Pershing, Foch? Was it sallor, airman,
artillerist? “aggh

All heiped. No need to make comparisons.

For It was the man In the ranks who won the
Great War. And that is what Great Britain arnd
France are prociaiming to the world by thus
honoring the “Unknown Dead.”

For “Unknown Dead" is merely a symbol. For
“Unknown Dead" read “Man in the Ranks"—
the common man who did hls duty, offered his all,
won his fight or gave up his life and Is unknown,
unhonored and unsung. No citation contalns his
pame. No decoration is his. This is the man
who won the war and it is in his honor that the
“Unknown Dead" are buried with the pomp and
circumstance of state display.

Nor need this man of the rank and. file ever
have reached the firing line. Many a potential
hero never got to the front. Nor need this man
thus honored ever have got Into the fighting
ranks, Many a patriot who did his bit most
lojally was rejected by the reeruifing bfficer. If
he gave h:s country the hest bhe had, he shares
the honors of Armistice Day.

In honoring the “Unknown Dead"” the British and
French give wutterance to their recognitions
that democracy of service and of sacrifice which
is the foundation of society and the salvation of
nations. The ceremony s for the living even
more than for the dead. -
Great PBritalr buried bher “Unknown Dead”
with the honors of a field marshal's funeral. The
body was that of a soldler, name and rank un-
known, seleeted at random from the silent hosts
at Ypres—whether Englizh, Irish, Scotch, Welsh,
Canadinan or Australian is not known. It was
received at Boulogne with the highest honors by
French and British soldiers,

The casket was carrled throogh lanes of sol-
diers at “present arms” to the British destroyer
Verdun. Flanked by four French and six British
destroyers, the funeral ship steamed across the
channe! to Dover, passing into the harbor as can-
non from the fort roared thelr salute of nineteen
gung. Other honors to which a field marshal is
entitled were paid as the casket was carrled from
the destroyer to the speclal traln for London.
The historic "Padre’s flag,” used at innumerable

coffin whose plate was inscribed:

“A British Warrior Who Fell in the Great War,
1914-1918 for King and Country.”

The immediate guard which escorted the body
vh Its trip through the crowded and silent streets
from the station to Whitehall was composed of
100 men of all services who won the Vietoria
cross. The pallbearers were fleld marshals and
admirals of the fleet, including Viscount Douglas
Halg, Earl Beatty, admiral of the grand fleet, and
Maj. Gen. Sir Hugh Trenchard, commander of
British air forces. Battalions of guards, with
their bands, and a few officials made up the rest
of the escort.

King George was chlef mourner, army officers
of the highest rank were pallbearers and the high-
est officers of the church assigned the warrior's
body to its final rest.

In addition, the entire emplire sent representa-
tives to attend the services, and thounsands upon
thousands massed Into the streets te glimpse the
plain omken casket, swaying on its caisson as it
proceeded from rallway station to abbey.

Aside from members of the royal famlily, who
included Queen Mary, Queen Meother Alexandra
and Queen Maund of Norway, and a few officials,
the only witnesses to elther ceremony were per-
sons who lost relatives In the great war.

Of all the witnesses that packed Whitehall or
crowded the abbey, a litt'e band of approximate-
iy 100 women In the abbey recelved the most rev-
erent attentlon. They had been selected for the
seats of honor because each had lost her hus-
bapd and all her sous, Every woman In Eng-

funerals after the fighting at Ypres, covered the

land so bereft who
applied for a place
got it, but less than
half the other appli-
cants for seats were
successful, owing to
the lack of space.

After the 100 had
been promised seats,
the next to be con-
gldered were those
mothers who lost
their only sons, or
all their sons, and
then came women
who lost their husbands only. They were given
positions In accordance with the price they had
puid during the war. A girl who wrote she had
lost nine brothers killed or missing was given a
ticket, s was also a twelve-year-old boy who wrote:

“The man in the coffin might be my daddy.”

As “Big Ben,"” the great elock in the tower of
the parliament building, began te strike the hour
of eleven, King George, facing the coifin of the
unknown soldier, which was resting on a gun car-
ringe, drew a cord that released the union jack
draped about a cenotaph In Whitehall erected to
the “Glorious Dead,” and after the last stroke of
the heour, thousands of people, whe crowded
Whitehall as far as one could see In either direc-
tion, remained absolutely silent for two minutes.

During the brief services in the nave of the
abbey the king stood at the foot of the grave, the
royal ladies and princes ranging themselves on
either side. The casket was transferred from the
carriage to the altar where the archbishep of
Canterbury conducted the solemn funeral ritual.

As the coffin finally was lowered into its crypt,
a battery of artillery in the adjoinlng St. James
park, fired a field marshal’'s salute of 19 guns—
the highest military honor accorded anyone out-
side royal rank.

Official and elvilian France pald honor to the
memory of the nation’s sons who fell during the
Great War, the ceremonles lending a solemn at-
mosphere to the celebration of the second anni-
versary of the armistice. Puaris, accustomed to
ebserving its victory days and national fetes with
rejoicing, turned aside this year and dedieated
the day to memory and recognition of the sacri-
fice by hundreds of thousands of dead, who are
sleeping in cemeteries along the battle lines.

Called from its grave on the fleld of Verdun,
the body of an unidentified French “poilua” was
carried with pomp and ceremony through the
streets and reburled under the Are de Triomphe,

The bodies of eight unidentified French soldiers,
exhumed from as many sectors of the former bat-
tle line, from the Belglan frontier to the Vosges,
arrived at the Verdun citadel the day before,

In a low casemate the eight bodles lay in state
that night surrounded by a thousand lighted can-
dles, while stern men and weeping women filed
sllently past. On a stand nearby were trophies
from the City of Verdun which were to be de-
posited upon the cofiin of the unknown soldler
chosen and to accompany the body in its last
journey to the Arc de Triomphe, there to remaln
thronghout time. The trophles were the Croix
de Guerre, the Insignia of the Legion of Hgnor,
the Military Cross, the Order of Leopold, the Dis-
tinguished Service Medals, sabers of honor pre-
sented by China and Japan, the Greek War Cross,
the Italir - Military Medal and numerous.others,

One body was chosen from among the eight by
Private Angust Thin, a native of Caen, Brittany,
who was a volunteer durlng the war, At the re-
quest of Andre Maginot, minister of pensions, the
veteran placed his hand on one coffin and the
veteran's cholce was the “Unknown Dead” of a
solemn and impressive ceremony.

In addition, France took oceaslon to remember
that 50 years ago the country, defeated by Ger-
many, owed Its very existence for a time to Leon
Gambetta, who fook virtual control of affairs in
Paris when the city was besleged by Germans and
later succeeded In organizing armies to continue
the futile struggle agalnst the Teuton Invaders.

The heart of Gambetta, which had been pre-
served since his death In 1882, was Inurned In
the Pantheon, the natlonal shrine of France,

The procession formed In Place Denfert Ro-
chereau at 8:30 o'clock, the head of the column
standing in the shadow of the huge statue of the
Lion of Belfort, which represents the spirit of the

"TARS 70 THE SQLDIER DEAD

city in offering bitterest resistunce to the Ger-
mans In 1870.

First came mutilated soldiers and veterans of
the Great War, then troops from Alsace and Lor-
raine and then colonials. General Berdoulat, gov-
ernor of Paris, followed, preceding flngs used in
the late war, behind which came General Falque
and staff, bearing artillery flags, and General
Derescas and staff, sbove whom waved cavairy
standards,

Faded and shattered flags of 1870, recently re-
trieved from Potsdam and Berlin and carried by
veterans of the Franco-Prussian war, escorted the
car bearing the heart of Gambetta, who resisted
desperately giving these very flags fo Prussia in
the, hour of defeat.

A delegation of noncommissioned officers of all
arms separated this ecar from the 155-gun car-
riage upon which lay the body of the uninown
soldler, President Millerand and all members of
his eabinet walked behind It, accompanied by the
three French marshals—Joffre, the hero of the
Marne ; Foch, whose genius accomplished the finnl
defeat of Germany, and Petain, whose defense of
Verdun will forever live in French song and story.

The procession terminated with delegations
from the St. Cyr and Polytechnic schools, repub-
lican guards, colonial infantry, Senegalese units,
aviation officers, two batterles of 7i's and one of
155's. As the procession entered Boulevard Sainte
Michel there was heard in the distance, from the
forts surrounding Paris, the first shot of a 100-
gun salute.

At 9:50 co'clock the procession reached the
Pantheon, where President Millerand made a
short address. It then continued down Boulevard
St. Michel and Boulevard St. Germain, crossing
the Seine by the Chamber of Deputies bridge. It
circled Place de la Concorde, passing the statues
of Lille and Stramusburg, and proceeded up the
Champs Elysees. It reached the Arc de Triomphe
at noon.

Armistice day was observed all over the United
States end In many ways. No natlonal cele-
bration was held and where the buglers blew taps
to Amerlean dead it was to the "aold.ler Dead”
and not to the “Unknown Dead.”

Secretary of War Baker was asked to authorize
the removal of the body of an unidentified Amer-
fean soldler from France for Interment In the
planned Victory hall, Pershing square, New York
clty, He refused the authorization.

Mr. Baker sald that If the United States were
to follow the example of Great Britaln and France
such burinl of an American soldier should be in
the amphitheater at Arlington or In some of the
government public buildings. He sald that the
removal of a body to the planned Vietory hall in
New York wonld set a precedent and that many
other cities and towns would “not be contented
to be denled the same opportunity to show rey-
erence and respect.”

Whatever the result, an American precedent
has been already set, In fact, America set it for
the world. In Arlington rlges a monument, dedi-
cated more than half a century ago with cere-
mony, on which Is this inseription:

“Beneath this stone repose. the bones of two
thousand one hundred and eleven unknown sol-
diers gathered after the war from the flelds of
Bull Run and the route fo the Rappahannock,
Thelr remains could not be identified, but their
names and death are recorded In the archives of
thelr country and its grateful citizens honor them
as of their noble army of martyrs. May they rest
in peace. Sept. A. D, 1806."

Armistice day seems destined to come to mean
to the whole world what Independence day means
to Amerlea.

How better express that meaning than through
honors to the “Unknown Dead?

Big Revenue from Hunters

Federal and State Licenses Annually
Total a Sum That Assumes Quite
Respectable Proportions,

This iz a nation of Nimrods.

There are 7,000,000 hunters in the
United States, according to the chief
Unlted States game wardens in the blo-
logieal survey, United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture, This estimate was

made from reports on the number of
gnme licenses Issued by the various
states.

In 1919, 8,600,000 state licenses were
tssued, and In addition it is estimated
that 3,500,000 hunters are exempted un-
der various state provisions. The re-
turns to the states from licenses was
approximately $4,500,000, all of which
wus expended by the states in adminis-

tration of state laws for the protection
of game. This sum permits the em-
ployment of approximately 2,000 sal-
arfed state game wardens and 600 fee
wardens. The congressional appropri-
ation for federal game-warden service
for protection of migratory birds is
$142,500, which permits the employ-
ment of only 29 salarled wardens.

At its recent meeting in Ottawa the
International Association of Fish,
Game nnd Conservation Commissloners
adopted a resolution calling for the ls-
suance cf federal licenses for hunting

migratory birds. The recommendation
called for licenses in the form of spe-
elal stamps to be [ssued by postmas
ters and attached to state llcenses. Tt
was estimated that the revenue from
such licenses would amount to be
tween $1,000,000 and $2,000,000, whieh
could be used for the protection of
game,

England obtained the banjo from
America. It was brought to this coun-
try by the negro slaves. The ides
originated In India,

THE DOG WATCH.

“Dog-watch” 18 a corruption’ of
*dodge-watch.” On board ship there
are two sorts of watches—the “long-
watch” of four hours, and the “dog-
wateh™ of two hours, but, strictly
gpenking, A& watch means four hours.
The dog-watches are two  shorl
wntches, one from 4 to 68 In the morn-
ing and the other from 6 to 8 in the
evening, Introduced to "dodge" the
routine, or prevent the same men al-
womn kaonine watch at the same time.

Indians Had Peace League

Red Men
Formed High Ideals for Wel-
fare of the Race.

The League of Natlons is not a new
jden for America. In the sixteenth
century there was formed a permanent
league of five tribes of Indians for the
purpose of stopping for all time the
shedding of human blood by violence

of the Sixtesnth Century

and of establishing lasting peace
among all known men by means of a
constitutional form of government
based on peace, justice, righteousness
and power, or authority.

Thig 1s according to J. N. B, Hewitt
of the burean of American ethnology.

The founders of this stoneage
league of peace, Mr. Hewltt says, were
the Mohawks. the Onondazas, Oneidas.

the Cayugas and the Senecas, five
Iroquolan tribes dwelling In the cen
tral and eastern regions of what Is to
day the state of New York.

The founders of this league had pew
er heard of Christianlty, and yet, te
quote Mr. Hewitt, “they proposed for
themselves and for their posterity the
greater task of gradually bringing un.
der this form of government all the
known ftribes of men, not as subjed/
peoples, but as confederates,”

Tokvo has 80 dally pavers

Intelligence and Industry, on
Good, Low-Priced Land.

The 1920 International Live Stoc)
show at Chlieago was probably the bes
that has ever been hbeld, and as is
polnted out by a Canadian newspapes
writer, the number and gquality of ths
exhibits “indicated a new milestone
on the road of progress.” This yeal
it was truly “Internationsl” The pari
that Canada took showed a spirit of
friendliness on both sides of the line
that was highly pleasing.

Six provioces.of Canada were rep
resented in varying degrees, and when
the handsome share of the prizes that
were carried off by our northern
nelghbors, achleving phenomenal suc-
cess in view of tremendous competi-
tion, is considered, there is reason to
hope that in the minds of these people
there will grow a~ esteem for the
[nternational that will be helpful to
hoth countries.

Canada won a number of champlon-
ships, not the least of which was the
sweepstakes carried off by Mr, J. C.
\litehell, of Dahinda, Saskatchewan.
in this award may be seen an object
esson, going to show that it is not
tlways the man horn with a silver
spoon in his mouth to whom the
rreatest degree of suecess will attach,
it will be interesting to relate that
Mr. Mitchell, the recipient of these
rreat honors, came from the manufac-
uring city of Manchester, England,
macquainted with farming, but with
he Jure of the land upon him. Be-
:ause he had been told of the success
‘hat followed the tiller of the soil of
Vestern Canada, fifteen years sgo he
lecided to make his home in.Canada,
ind selected as a homestead the land
1pon which he grew the wheat that
18 brought him a world's champion-
thip. It Is true he had his ups and
lowns, but he continued and is now
mjoying the fruits of his labor and
‘he experlence galned In & manner
f life that was enjoyable. DBut he
& still a simple farmer and will con-
inue growing grains that, with the
mowledge he posseésses, industry that
& essentinl, and above all, a soil and
dimate that are favorable, will se-
mure many more world's ehampion—
thips.

Well, then, too, there was born at
stratford, Ontario, a boy named Lu
‘a8, now of man's estate. Although a
own hoy he always had a desire for
‘arming. He moved to Alberta to the
1eighborhood of Cayley, snd those
rho have had no idea where Cayley
& will know now, for Mr. Lucas has
vaced it “on the map.” He had some
if his 49.2-Ibs.-to-the-bushel oats at
he International, and with 240 coem-
etitors against him he took the
‘hampionship and sweepstakes. This
vas a notable achievement. As has
yeen sald, when he was & boy he took
i\ liking to farming, but the greatest
ibstacle in the way of reallzation of
iis dreams was the practical imposs
sibility of a man without a large
imount of capiial purchasing the
righ-priced farm lands of the settied
)arts in the nelghbothood he lived in.
Jowever, after leaving school ha
aeard of the law-priced lands of West-
srn Canada. This was his opportio-
ity, and he embraced it. Beginning
it 15 years of age with 160 acres of
sirgin prairie, and with no practical
rming experience, he has now, by
serseverance and industry, increased
nls holdings to nearly 1,000 acres
Such is the brief history of the man
who carried off the championship for
the hest grown oats, and it is alsp an
axample that might well be followed
oy many who are struggling today
against the priees received for the
produce grown on high-priced land, or
to those who, as was the case with
\Mr. Lucas, had little means but an
sbundance of energy and a flood of
ambition. Nowhere are there offered
inducements such as are offered In
Western Canada.

There were 25 prizes offered In the
slass for hard spring wheats and 20
of them went to Western Canada.—
Advertisement.

The man who marries for wealth fs
1 gambler in boarding-house futures.

Hall’ s Catarrh Medicine

Those v are in a “run down" condl
Hon will notice that Catarrh bothent
them muca more than when they m ir
f“"md health. This fact ;m'.-m that whils

atarrh is & local disease

Tonle and Blood Purifler, and acts tl‘tmull
the blood upon the mucous surfaces o
the body, thus reducing the

and restoring normnlc‘ conditiona.

druggista. rculara free
¥, J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohlc.

Where love has entered as the sea:
soning of food, I believe that It will
nlease anyone—Latin Proverb.
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ToniguT.

Tomorrow Alright
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l...’of' l.lnﬁ My Beautiful NECKLACE
hample $1 erman Hersog. Oak Park, I

For Sale—Large Poaper Shell FPectos, one
pound boxes, 25c¢ pound, parce

post prepald: sample on request. Goorgh

Prcan Co.. Atlanta, Ga. Agents wanted
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